it 10 P.M. on the 16th September Inglis sent
IxUngud out again with a letter done up in a piece
of quill- Most of these despatches were written
partly in Greek character in case they fell into the
hands of the enemy, an old dodge which had been
practised in the Afghan war. The ladies used to
wonder where the Indian runners carried the
letters, since they wore so few clothes, to which the
answer was that they were curiously secreted in the
bearer's staff, sandals, hair, nose, mouth, or rectum,
Ungud had now earned a thousand pounds and was
promised another five hundred if he could make the
double journey once again. Inglis' despatch read as
follows:
'My dear General,
The last letter I received from you was dated the
24th ult. Since then I have received no news what-
ever from your camp, or of your movements, but am
now daily expecting to receive intelligence of your
advance in this direction.
Since the date of my last letter, the enemy have
continued to persevere unceasingly in their efforts
against this position and the firing has never ceased
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